146                    MEEK   HERITAGE

instinctively drew apart from each other. Even
the child did not want to suck; every now and
again it wailccL

That February night, however, was only one
of those solitary moments when even an un-
developed   soul   moves   uneasily in  its prison.
Life kept to its decision and let the Toivola
family  climb  a  little  way  towards prosperity.
News of this good fortune filtered through at
last to old man Yrjola, to whom Juha had so
far only vaguely hinted how things were going
with him.   The master heard that there was a
cow at Toivola, to be sure not Juha's own cow,
but a borrowed one, and a horse that was all
Juha's own, a wretched crock bought at Easter
market.   About the cow the master knew already,
having given permission for it to graze in return
for an extra fifteen days of Juha's services at the
farm, but when he mentioned the horse to Juha
he was told that grazing rights had been arranged
for it with someone else.    Thinking the matter
over, however, the master began to entertain his
own suspicions, and one day when summer was
at its fairest he was seen to set off towards Toivola.
In spite of his weak chest he was going to see
how matters stood on the croft.

The master did not go straight to the house,
but turned off the track before reaching the gate
and came to the edge of the fields at a point in
the forest where he could not easily be detected